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From  Yankee  Land ! 
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NOWNED  ENGLISH  AND  AMERICAN  COMIC  SONGS,  AS  NOW  BEING 
SUNG  BY  THAT  CELEBRATED  ARTIST  AT  THE  “  CANTERBURY”  ANI> 

“  OXFORD”  MUSIC  HALLS. 
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Oh!  'lis  jotial 
To  snare  t _ 1 

There  is  no  venison  half  so  good, 

As  the  gipsy  takes  from  the  stirless  woi 
When  game  comes  slow,  with  afarm-ya; 

We  know  not  what  ’tis  to  want  good  chi 
While  the  good  dame  mourns  for  her  cackli 


cr©^  ^.1 
Wefefet  tfc^ujh 


OH 


[<  . 

till  th^laorni 
lall^&c^;^ 


An'^gioa^  Song,  W.^’ 

Cotterell,  and  sung  by  Mp^:  ^  . 

Air. — “  I’ll  not  throw  away 
Oh  I  bid  me  not  forget  thee,  «»  :;:»!  • 

Sweet  maid,  beyond  compare. 

Since  the  houp  I  i^«t  jEaQt^hoe^f: 

Thou  fairesi  of^i|^,|aij\i5  J 
My  heart  hath  known  Love’s  power, 

And  will  ever  changeless  be) 

Like  (die  Isiknsfliiiie  tb^  wie  ftox^er,; 

HWh'bben- thy:  shdib  tb'^  1. 

Though  my  hopes  may  clouded  seem,  love. 
I’ll  love  thee  but  the  more. 

And  still  I’ll  fondly  dream,  love. 

Of  happier  days  in  store,^  .. 

In  vain  I’d  try  to  flee,  love^  ^  ^  ' 

No  joy  my  heart  b^ttileS|  , 

My  life  belongs  to  thee,  love, 

I  live  but  in  thy  smiles." 


ScM^e  We^hev^ 

,  the  |iiiao»t| 

;j  udg^'JlBii^ehraig^ 

‘ :s  and  *  - 


THE  DINING  GEHTfiEMAN, 

I’m  call’d' The  dining  gentleman. 

That  lives  at  number  two  3” .  <  -  c!:* 

As  if  it  were  a  sin  to  dine  ^ 

As  other  people  do. 

I  never  w  alk  in  Oxford-street,. 

But  folks  do  turn  about. 

And  whisper,  “  There’s^a  beef-eater  1** 
That  gentleman  dines  out !  - ,  r  * 

That  gentleman  dines  out  I 
Tis  true  I’m  fond  of  company, 

And  love  a  glass  of  wine  ; 

Yet  once  a-year,  off  beef  and 

I  ask  a  friend  to  dine.  j 

But  else,  at  home  I’m  rarely  seen,  ^ 
And  why  this  mighty  rout  J  : 

You  would  not  have  a  man  dine  .  l 
When  he’s  invited  0(7 T. 

Tve  got  a  pocket-almanack,  ^ 

With  date,  and  day,  and  line ; 

And  every  morning,  whep  \  wake, 

I  look  where  I’m  to  din©;  ^ 

I’m  three  days  in  the  City  book’d, 

And  four  for  the  West  End  ; 

Withdi©i;e  ^^ther.^  aJ^iucU  v 

Withsoilu^  JirO  dkung»  mbil<i  '  ^  ‘ 


n 


foil  with  ' 

Off  tm  tie 

ay,  in  the  Poultry, 

.  fkens.  and  pig’s  chine, 
jesday,  at  Fishmonger’s  HiJl, 

Off  fish,  with  Sheriff  N., 

an«yip^oji 

,  1  'Trfe 

ih  tIbIsi 

^hFr 
'  ^/Off  rl 

On  Saturday,  with  actress  S., 

'^^ll.  Sly  Moses, 

Sffiy  take  a  iSttce  of  pork. 

.  ^j^e;»^^ver|N^^  ;  i- 

And  though  fny  friends  invite  ms  OUT^ 
t  tXi  i3,te,  »'  -  ^ 

|'.ThUi;I’AeilTd^^The  dining  gentleman,’  ’ 
ThAt  atiiumbet  two  ;’V  '  ' 

AsYf  it  weire  a  aiii  to  dine, 

As  other  people  do.  * 

THE  YALLEE  BUgHA  BELLE. 

As  I  walk’d  out  one  moonlight  night, 

I  met  a  fair  maid  and^ber  ^es  shone  jthright  ; 
Her  face  was  so  black  dat  you  couldn’t  ^  see  it 
well,  Y.  .  i  ; 

An’i6heiv|W  ^led^4®  Busha  Bell^*' 

Says  I,  ‘*^Miss  Dinah,  may  I  walk  wid  ye?” 
^hat  do  you  tink  was  de  answer  she  gib  me  ? 
Spoken. — Says  she,  “Ha!  hal^ 

Go  ’  way,  black  man,  don’t  you  cum  a-nifii 
Burn  you  wid  a  I  den’t,  Wue 

Gp  ‘way  blajck  't  yeUieuiHL  a-nigkrme*. 

Burn  you  wid  a  cliunk.  if  I  don’t,  plue  dipiae,* 
Ta  my  radi-ink  a  day !  bh,  radl-ink  a  day ! 
Lubly  niggep  sepd  kpr  eat  a  pumpldn  aH 
the  day.” 

Dat  she  should  be  so  dignified,  I  didn’t  like 
'  to  see,  7:  ^  [knee  ; 

‘Case  I  is  de  fancy  nigger  froip  deelbew  totde 
‘‘t  never  see  a  bladk'galdatl  couldlikesohyell 
60  I  splash  my  ’feetions  oD  ko  yoru^  my  Yalier 
■  Busha  Belle^,  j  ^  .  j 

Sp  cum,  Miss  Dinah,  may  I  walk  wicJyeL?*' 
^till  de  same  answer  de  lady  she  gib  toe. 

i  aaye  |tp;  1^9  in  ’zackly  de  same  tone  6b 

woice  as  Deiore,  only  dipperent — 

“Go’way, black  ma^-floii'fyou  cutn  a-tughi]il* 
IBurn  you  wid  a  Bhunk.,  if  I  don’t,  bine  dfe^w, 
’way,  black  man,  a6'n’4;  you  cum  a-nigb  me. 
Burn  you  wid  a  chunk,  if  I  don’t  blue  die  me.” 


To  ^y  radi-ink  a  day,  radi-ink  a  day,  '» 


run 


fcgBi!3 
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We  dfdh^t  talk  much  longer,  for  down  de 
rain  did  fell, 

So  in  a  minute  I  put  up*  my  cpttpn  umberirelL 
*‘Miss  Dinah,  now  I  <a^e3  you  to  lean  npotn 
dis^arm. 

And  I  pledge  my  solemn  appetite  I  don’t  mean 
you  no  harm* 

So  cum,  young  lady,  may  I  walk  wid  ye  ?” 

Dis  time  a  dipperent  answer  she  gib  me. 

Spoken. — ^You  see  de  rain  was  coming  doFwn  tolerably 
fass-like  ;  so  she  says  to  me— 

**Ckim  'way,  black  man,  I’ll  go  ’long  wid  you 
now —  [now, 

Hold  up  your  umberrella,or  I’ll  get  wet  ti;ough 
Cum  ’way,  black  man,  I’ll  go  ’long  wid  you  now 
Hold  up: your  umberrella,  or  I’ll  get  wet 
trough  now. 

4  To  my  radi-ink  a  day,  radi-ink  a  day,  | 

I  calculate  dis  nigger  he  can  steal  de  hearts 
away.,” 

Well,  we  walk’d  ’way  togedder,  and  I  don’t 
kpoW  what,  I  said. 

But  de  subjec’  oh  matrimony  pop  into  my  head. 
All  dat  pass  between  us  I’m  not  goin'  to  tell. 
But  de  nex’  day  I  was  mariied  to  my  YaBer 
Busha  Belle..  /  _ 

Went  to  a  nigger  parson  on  purpose  to  be  wed. 
When  he  ax  de  lady’s  name,  what  you  tink 
gfee  said'; 

Spoken. — Da  parson  said  un,to  hetr,  he,  ^Am 
you  perfectly  wilntfg  to  etiter  into  de  *“oly  sraiJe  6b  hem*- 
lock  wid  dis  nigger ;  to  lub,  cherish,  an’  obey  (hs*  han- 
smn  nigger' — (Sit  was  me,  you  know,  an‘  she  says— 
‘'^Why,  go  ’way,  black  man,  don't  you  cum. 

a-iiighine.  [me. 

I’ll  bum  ypw»  wid  a  chunk,  i£  1  don’t  blue; die; 
Whv,  ffo  'way  black  man,  don’t  you  cum 
^  tnighme,  .  _  [im?.;’ 

I’ll  burn  yoju,  wid  a  chunk,  if  I  don’t,  blue  die 
To  my  radi-ink  a  day,  radi-ink  a  day, 
IfllTdwid  ’stonishment  enough  to  turn  a  . 
nigiger  grey.  [wild® 

About  twelve  months  arter  dat  I  tought  I’d  go 
When  my  lady  gib  to  me  a  little  male  chUd  ; 
He  was  black  as  any  crow,  only  ju«?  a  trifle 
bigger,  .  .  • 

I  ’dare  I  neber  seed  such  a  sweet  little  nigger 
But  my  V'aller  Busha  Belle,  my  young,  and 
lubly  bride,  ‘  died,  i 

She  didn’t  lib  much  Ipngev  ’ case  de  ndct  day 
Spoken.— She -calliad  m«  ta hwf  b«4Mde^and  9aidr-*  I 

"Go  ’wav,  black  inan^  dtoii/t  .you  cum 
me> 

TU  burn  you  wid  a  chunk,  if  T  don't  bine  die 
Why,  "Go  ’way,  black  man,  don’t  you  cum 
a-nigh  me,  [me.” 

1*11  burn  you  wid  a  chunk,  if  I  don’t,  blue  die 
To  my  radi  ink  a  day,  radi-ink  a  day, 

I  *clar  1  nearly  broke  my  heart  to  put  her 
in  de  clay. 


jecfe  MTJGGaNS, 

Pairody  on  "  Lord  LoveL” 

Joe  iVTuggins  he  stood!  by  his  old  dottkey  cart, 
Brushing  bis  old)  blaok  nvoke, 

Whenf  down  came  his  lady  love,  Sally  Bell, 
And  thus  to  lier  Muggins  she  spoke,  ‘spoke, 

.  spoke,..  ,  rr-T  . 

And  thus  to  her  Muggins,  &c. 

Oh,  where  are  you  going,  Joe  Muggins,  she 
said, 

Gh  where  are  you  going,  said  she  ? 

I’m ,  going  my  scrumptious  Sally  Bell, 

To  Smiffielii,  to  sell  my  donkey,,  key,  key*. 

To  Smilfield,  to  sell,  dec 

When  willyouibebacky  Joe  Muggins,  she  said. 
When*  will  you*  be  h^k,  said  she,  -  ;  ! 

'Bout  half  pfwt  five,  or  six  at  the  inost> 

So  get  me  a  bidder  tea* 

So  get  me.  See. 

Now,  heNi<  only  gone,  ’bout  a  cwple  of  hours. 
To  Smithfield,  and  sold  his  donkey. 

When  the  thought  of  the  bloa»kei?  came  inho 
his  Ifead^  .  , 

r  hope  roe;  V  1 

.  !  -  .  J  it’s  a  . 

So  he  walk’d  and  he  vriik’d  on  the  maarow- 
,  bone  stage, 

'Till  lie  cOm’d  to  the  fam’d  Rose  &  CrQvm  ; 
Where  he  saw  hia  youngi woman  stretch'd  oj|t 
on  the  floor,  [round. 

And  the  people  all4gh%ing  around,  around, 

^  ,  *  ^n^  tb#  people,^ 

Then  he  sent  for  two h9»e8*^Morison’s  pills, 
And  her  thrpatjtwei^y-six  he  rapiraed  dowi^; 
Saying,  you’ woitH  get, 4^  in  a  burry  again, 

,  As  the  .pills kept:  swallowing  down, 
down^^  down.  As  tbc  piBs, 

Sally  died  all  thro’  taking  the  pihSy  so  they  say. 
Which  made  J oey  Shiver  with  fright,  [[ 

S9  he  swallow'’^dW  4b??:e)a  witKo)it 
,  And  g^avp.  lip  the  ghost  that  nigtit' night, 
night,  Ahd  gave  up,  &c. 

Joe  Muggina  was  buried  that  very  next  day. 
And  Saliyj  in  less  than  a  week  ; 

When  out  of  her  ashes  a  carrot  there  grew, 
And  o«t  of  kts  bosom  a  leak,  leak,  leak. 

And  out  of  his,  &c. 

Nows  they  grew,  and  tiiey  grew,  to  the  top  ot 
the  grave. 

When  they  wasn’t  let  grow  any  more  , 

For  dowm  they  was  cut  to  season  the  soup, 

1  That  w^as  given  aw^ay  to  the  poor,  poor,  poor. 

That  w^as  given  away,  &c. 


NEW  AND  FAVOURITE  SONGS 


The  Captain 

As  Satig  by  Mile.  Johanna  Clauasen. 

As  th^^y  marched  through  the  town  with  their 
banners  so  gay, 

I  ran  to  the  window  to  hear  the  band  play ; 

I  peeped  through  the  blind  very  cautiously  then 
Lest  the  neighbours  should  say  I  was  looking  at 

the  men,  ,  ^ 

Oh!  1  heard  the  drums  beat  and  the^niusic  so 

svreet 

But  my  eyes  at  the  time  caught  a  much  greater 

treat,  ^  , 

The  troop  was  the  finest  I  ever  did  see 
And  the  captain  with  his  whiskers  took  a  sly 
glance  at  me. 

When  we  met  at  the  ball  I  of  course  thought 
*twas  right. 

To  pretend  that  we  never  had  met  before  that 

But  lie  knew  me  at  once  I  could  see  by  his  glance 
And  I  hung  down  my  head  when  he  asked  me 
to  dance  ,  i.  j. 

Oh  1  he  feat  by  my  side,  at  the  end  ofthe  set. 

And  the  sweet  words  he  spoke  I  fehall  never 

For  my  heart  was  enlisted  and  could  not  get  free, 
As  the  captain  with  his  whiskers  took  a  sly 
glance  at  me. 

But  he  marched  from  the  town  and  I  saw  him  no 

Y^l  think  of  him  oft,  and  the  whiskers  he  wore 
I  dream  all  the  night  ahd  X  talk  all  the  day. 

Of  the  love  of  a  captain  who  has  gone  mr  away. 
I  remember  with  super-abundant  delight 
When  we  met  in  the  street,  and  we  danced  all 
the  night. 

And  kept  in  my  mindhow  my  heart  jumped  with 

stIgc 

As  the  capUin  With  hU  whiskers  took  a  s'y 
glance  at  me. 

The  Adventures  Of  Uobinson 
Crusoe 

Written  by  J,  W.  Roe-Sung  by  Sam  Cowell, 
W.  L.  Edmonds.  &c. 

Music  at  Addison  and  Holliers. 

The  sea  was  calm  and  the  wind  was  still. 

Not  enough  of  the  latter  to  turn  a  mill. 

And  the  sky  above  was  briirht. 

When  Robinson  Crusoe,  advent’rous  man. 

His  very  disastrous  voyage  began— 

His  heart  was  happy  and  light. 

But  a  breeze  sprung  up  and  they  furl’d  each  sail 
And  Robinson  looked  uncommonly  pale 
As  the  ship  pitched  to  and  fro  ; 

Poor  Crusoe  was  not  a  fellow -de-sea. 

But  it  made  him  feel  as  it  always  does  me. 

And  he  staggered  below. 

Th^  thunder  rdlled,  the  lightning  flashed. 

Over  the  ship  the  billows  dashed. 

And  they  fired  a  gun  of  distress. 

Bui  this  was  only  a  waste  of  powder. 


Though  tl>e  gun  was  loud  the  waves  roared 
louder. 

They  were  all  in  a  precious  mess. 

Breakers  ahead,  down  with  the  boat,  ! ..  * 

With  that  heavy  load  she’ll  never  float,  ^  i  i  ‘  ^ 

See,  already  she’s  swamped  by  that  wave  ; 
Aud  now  on  that  dreadful, half-hidden  rock. 

The  ship  nas  struck  with  a  splitting  shock. 

And  sinks  to  her  watery  grave. 

Poor  Robinson  got  on  a  hit  of  a  mast. 

And  ‘  Devotee’  like  resolved  to  ‘  keep  fast,* 

As  long  as  his  hands  would  hold; 

But  soon  alas!  he  was  forced  to  let  go. 

The  raging  waves  did  buflet  him  so. 

And  he  felt  so  terribly  cold. 


Crusoe  tried  in  vain  to  swim 
Poor  young  Crusoe,  poor  young  Crusoe, 

The  briny  waves  so  bruised  him ; 

Poor  yopng  Crusoe,  poor  young  Crusoe : 

At  last  when  he  could  try  no  more, 

Poor  young  Crusoe,  poor  young  Crusoe, 

The  billows  cast  him  on  the  shore. 

Poor  young  Crusoe,  poor  young  Crusoe. 

By  the  sad  sea  side  he  was  wandering  all  alone. 
And  h  umming  o’er  a  sta>  e  in  a  sort  of  undertone 
He  walks  on,  ah  !  what  is  it  makes  him  stare  ? 
What  makes  him  look  so  grave,  by  the  sad  sea. 

•  wave  ' 

What  foot  is  that  upon  my  land  ? 

Acorn  up  on  that  toe,  who  has  been  setting  corn 
in  sand, 

*Tis  bootless,  I  must  go  I 

Some  days  had  passed  when  looking  out. 

It  almost  drove  him  to  insanity. 

He  saw  a  savage  motley  group,  assembled  to  dis¬ 
cuss  humanity ; 

One  of  the  subjects  of  debate  not  wishing  to  re* 
main, 

Slipped  off*  his  bonds,  away  he  cut,  but  didn’t 
come  again. 

He  ran  and  left  the  spot,  don’t  deem  him  un- 
genteel,  ' 

He  wished  not,  though  in  the  *  flower’  of  youth, 
to  be  dispatched  for  ‘  meal  ;’* 

When  he  saw  Crusoe  coming  near— t 
He  was  in  a  dreadful  stew : 

He  kneeled  and  kissed  his  feet  in  fear,— 

Said  Crusoe,  **  Who  are  you  ?” 

But  the  poor  luckless  wi-jht  (unhappy  black) 
A  knowledge  of  the  English  tongue  did  lack. 
He  looked  up  though  as  if  he  would  entreat  him 
To  pity,  and  at  all  events,  not  eat  him. 

Friday  with  Crusoe  here  lived  many  a  day. 
And  though  he  toiled  he  had  his  hours  of  play. 
A  dance  he  taught  his  master,  we  might  calf 
A  sort  of  native  poika  *  Cannibale.’ 

At  length  when  they  began  to  tire  of  this  hum¬ 
drum  dull  existence, 

One  morning  early  they  espied  a  large  ship  in 
the  distance. 

*Twas  bound  for  Crusoe’fe  native  land ; 

And  the  Captain  said  with  a  vrln— 

Although  he  didn’t  wish  to  cheat—  i  > 

He*  d  try  to  take  both  in. 

Now  th^y  sail,  with  the  gale,  Robinson  Crflspe 
'  .  and  Friday,  oh  !  , 
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We  pats  aWay  de  tltoe, 

Ha!  M!  , 

We  pass  -away  de  time. 

Chorus. 

Ha !  ha!  haV  ha  l  hi^  Ae* 
One  eyeninsat  a  balL  .. 

Ha !  hal 

A  thick-lip  wench  so 
Ha ! ha ! 

She  fell  in  lore  wid  me 
Ha  iha  / , 

She  fell  in  love  wid  me. 

Chorus. 

Ha;  ha!  hal  ha  1  ha,  Ice. 


ular  New  Song.  Sung  by  the  Buckley 
'  Serenaders.' 

rd  choose  to  be  a  daisy;  ■ 

If  I  mij^ht  be  a  flower— 
petals'closing  softly. 

At  twilight's  silent  hoar ; 

And  waking  in  the  morning. 

When  falls  the  eaHy  dew 
To  welcome  Heayen^a  bright  sunshine, 
And  Heay en’s  bright  tear-drops  too. 

Chorus. 

l*d  choose  to  be  a  daisy. 

If  I  might  be  a  flower— 

My  petals  closing  softly. 

At  twilight’s  silent  hour, 

I  loye  thegontle  illy. 

It  looks  so  meek,  and  fair 
But  daisies  1  loye  better 
For  they  grow  eyerywhere ; 

The  lilies  bloom  so  sadly, 

In  sunshine  or  in  shower. 

But  the  daisies  still  look  upwards 
Howeyer  dark  the  hour;. 

Chorus. 

l*d  choose  to  be  a  daisy,  &c. 


Anna  Maria  J&nes 

Popular  New  Song.  Sung  by  the  Buckley 
Ser^naders. 

Ye  colour’d  people  ’senibled  herp, 

6e  hide  your  ’minishod  heads,' 

I’se  got  de^prettiest  yallow  gal 
Dat  on  dis  green  earth  treads ; 

She  plays  dof  tamborine, 

De  banio  and  de  bones ; 

Andall  theinOdOi^  fmpifoy^entSloO 
Has  Anna  Metis; 


Laughing  Song 

Popular  New  Song.  Sung  by  the  Buckley 
Serenaders. 

JDe  nie?cTs  froth  the  de  souf,  . " 

Hi!  ha!  ^  ' 

Dcy^ot  such  a  great  big  mouth  ^ 

Dat  dey  cant  sing  at  all 

Ha!  ha!  .  .v 

Dey  oan^t  sing  at  idlt  ! 

,  qwku$.v^_;  '  ■  i 

Ha! ha!  ha! ha! ha! 

Niggers  from  "the  souf,  , 

Ha!  ha!  ha!  hal 

Dey  cannot  shut  daj*  mouth.  ; 

Wid  d«  fiddle  and  | 

Ha!  ha!  .  '  I 

Widde  bpnn  andde'old'taifibo 
Hatha! 

Darsinqtiein  demalL  ,,  .  i 

■  ’  ■  ,  CHOKITS.  •  ■I;t  •  ‘ 

^id  a  su^r  and  a  whisky  punch, 

Ha:  ha; 

^  Ikna  faeeiiliting  little  tti|;^'veuch. 


Anna  Maria,  Anna  Maria, 

Anna  Maria  ones  . 

Queen  of  de  ’cordian,  |amborine, 
De  banjo  a^d  debpnesv/ 

She  dances  j  ust  like  Eilsleiv  c  i  c  1  , 
Andiwhento  aball weeo 
She  Hraets  idl  eyes  to  see  Mr  skip, 

De  lighl^gymnastic  toe:>  '  ^ 

She  siiWB  too  like  Alboni,/  ■ 

A^.  ae  musk  of  her  tones;  , 

So  like  her  own  symphonious  name. 
Miss  Anna  Maria  Jones,  . 

Chorus. 

Anne  Mariv  Anne  Maria  &e,  r 

She’s  all  iUb  darky  painted  her, 

She’s  loyely ,  she^  diyine. 

But  he^  heart  it  aint  no  other’s 
Kase  I'm  satisfled  4’s  mine ; 
Andeyery  ptlmJP  'tention  she  distinctll 
disowns,  ,  ,  ,  , 

So  it  aint  uo  use  ;to  sneak  arpiu^d 
My  Anna  Maria  Jones. 


Anna  Maria,  Anna  Mariat  Ike^ 


ALONZO  THE  BRAVE^I'^HB  * 

FAIR  IMOG^K!^  '  .  i 

■i*  *'  ‘\ 

CIIAIYV .  ‘ 

'•1  '. .  v  U’.'f  ’:•  2<*<i  <  .  •  ,  j 

Oil,  I  am  going:  to  sing  you  a  story,  whlih  I  sup-  * 
pose  you  all  know  ?  .  •  i  j 

At  least  it  was  to]ld  to  a.veiy  long,  time  ago.  \ 
>Tl8  all  about  a  yoiirfgienodr,  by  ndtne  Alonzo. 

And  amongst  the  femaleil^pulatioo  iHr  ^aB-qliite  a 
beau! 

Air— "Old^ltUsli'Oelttli^^k^^*  i 

Now  this  young  swell  a  swvethaiDt  had^  ^ 

A  fairer  ne’er  was  seen—  ^  i 

She’d  light  blue  eyes laaid^adeai  hUr, 

And  only  seventeen.  , 

And  he  was  just  tilrneU ^twenty  one. 

And  what  weiiriight  dalligrotb. 

To  flop  his  young  affections 
On  the  faithless  Iningwie. 

This  foolish  soft  young  gentleman,  ;  , 

The  8ul:g,ect«f  ojur  xt^iae.  , 

Air— ^ttaracha;^’^ 

Alonzo  the  brave, anc^  t^^Jair  Imogene, 
Conversed  as  they  sat  side  by  side,^ 

And  squ€ie2Sldg'h^‘r‘4iand  '  '  , 

(Youfenow^hOtr  'I^r^n?)  ^  ,  } 

Said  dearest dea^eat^  #ilt ‘  tK0u%e'niy^We  ? 

'  I'C  .  4  •  •  '  j 

Sounds^jKiJoyfuU 

Chloroform-like  p!ar  auW  ? 

So  she  answers  him,  in  tones.of  feeling — 

Dearest  Alonzo,  yotf  ratret  ask  my  respectable 
papa.  .  ;.r  •  .  .  k/:'  ^  , 

Air— ‘‘ %flg<df  SIfilatediit’’ 

Then  away  wwi  i^iih'a'q  tb,  .sej^ftl^' Md  man, 

And  to  get  his  consent  tnedto  nit  on  a  plan, 

By  which  he  might  ihtirryiihedairihiioi^iie. 

The  wars  they  were  on,  Jiho*.Banm^sfbDl!d — 

He’d  once  !bl»«n  «i80ldier  buft*wilitejbw?ratbdtJold.  , 
Sojmid  he  to  Alonz»«--Ifiyah'waHigltiik^ 

And  join  the  brave ranhy,  I  Ad  not  vpuib  edtfe  .  . 

If  1  grant  you  perAiissIda  to^wcd^^hxingAne. 

And  thushe  sungiOT’tiid^  ^  i 

I’ve  just  now  seen  your  fattier  and  he  says,  my 
dearest  life —  '  \ 

If  I’ll  be^u  sblffil*^,  you^e  my  wife.  | 

Then  good  bye  young  Alow»Jt*khow  you’re  .  | 
young  and  strong,  ‘ 

So  go  and  be^  soldier  bub  do  not  aU^yipor  long.  i 

But-  ha,  said  the  youth,  sirtee  toJiihofrow  I  go  ^ 
Tb  fight  In  a  far  diflftant  ibttdj  1 

Some  other  may  court  you,  and  ton  will  bestow 
On  a  A'calthler nutter ^our  haUA.  _  , 

Oh,  cease  those  snspicions,  fair  Imogene  cried. 

If  e’er  for  another  ;^y  ^eart  should  decide, 
Forgetting  Alonio  the  brave, 
ho^^thOt  tb  punish  my  falsehood  and  pride, 
Your  ghost  at  my  wedding  may  sit  by  my  side, 
May  tax  me  with  puriury,  claim  me  as  bride. 
And  bear  me  away  to  the  grave. 

Air— “  Lord  Lovel.” 

But  he  had  not  been  gone  but  a  year  and  a  day, 

To  fight  in  a  far  country— 


'i  A?i^i6h''a-1)ar6fl,4ll  covered  with  jewels  and  gold. 
Came  to  ask  her  his  spousy  to  be— be— be.— 

;  Qi«i5e>ndi»kedljei?;4ih8hdi^ai^ 


Air-^/ Kitty  4!Jlovcr.*' 

Now  this  baron  h&cditainl^  bolbo»a4»ll«l80» 

Oh— oh — oh— *oh— oh— on-«^-T-iob  1 
With  him  to  the  chtwrch  she  uonaonted  10  go- 
Which  was  very  wroi«  you Ipoow. 

The  guests  w«re'intltad,  and  every  thing  done* 

The  nioments  flow  by  with  uproareus^, 

Till  the  bell  uf  the  castle  At  leaglb^toUed  ONE ; 

Bow — wow— wow— wow— oh— oh — oh ! 

The  guests  in  affri^t  from  the  tables  all  run. 

The  reason  ydu  shall  shoitly  kuom 

The  Wiseitae  Bough.” 

A  figure  unearthly  the  hall  up  did  glide, 

»  And  seated  himself  at  flair  ikdwgefl^’s  aidd ; 

His  air  was  terrific,  be  UtteVPd  tto'eoutid, 

He  spoke  not— be  foOV^  not 

around;  , 

His  vizor  was  down,  iti  bla<ilcefmottr‘4it  shone, 
And  Imogene’s  featUfOs^ghrew^lwWly  find  wan. 

The  li^hts  they  bUYii  bloc;  ond^theaady ‘they  say— 
As  is  usual  inwufch  dales^faifltod  away. 

Oh,  for  poor  bnogene’s  vow, 

Poor  Immy,  yoii^re  in  for  it  now. 

■  ^  •  ■  ■  ■ 

This  is  what  the  ghost  said— 

Behold  me — you  told  me— 

Yoft’dfbe'^ruu.^  aiili  you*ye>strtd  me, 

LlSttb  youbSET  oivti  brbfcew-vow. 

■'-  *  {* 

Air—”  Down  amon^  the  dead  men.^ 

You  hoped  that  to  punish  you’re  falehood  and  pride 
My  ghost  at  yoUr  wdiidlilg  should  by  your 
side,  , 

Might  tax  you  wfth  puryury,  cMifn  you  4s  bride, 
And  bear  you  away  to  the  grave  beside. 

Now  since  your  nath  you  diiTorgo, 

Down  among  the  dead  ^tfien, 

Down,  down,do^Oa  down. 

Down  among  tKCdtJau  men  you  must  go. 

'  jii'^ !  iV'*  ' 

Aitt—iMBBly  tEaytor." 

I  »  r 

New  ibdieaaU'Aiity  ftake  la  moral. 

From  this  dolefpl  history,  ,  -  .  , 

When  ybtff  ldvfefs  go  tight  fbx  the  lifAiTior  s  laurel 

Forin  those  days^bf tiiWe!'WrtWj(.' 

The  tables  maybe-turned  on  you. 

And  don’tthlnk, ghosts  CM’t  he.  returning, 

’Cause  noVl  M8ttt«;bU  thi^  ito| 

.rr.  dy>idfkiy.  *'»• 

.  r'’  •  :li 

And  Jf  deutot  0»>my  jtgle  ystf  He  thyMstugj 
’  The  original  parties  rtiay  be  seen  ; 

Just  go  and  ask  Mr.  Robert  owen, 

He  called  up  Alonzo  and  Imogens. 

Tiddyiddy,&«. 


Ureat  M  a  Roman ‘was  he  to  'le  foe 
EveixJlodv  know*4iirvv  well  U  n 


BUY  MY  IMAC3ES 


'Will  y<ra  l)uy  Imaiises?  1  ilimageacry'y  e.[-bti)y  ? 
Very  fine,  verj-  pret^v  4,®“:?^ ’’Irf,  ^4 
*oor  Itallaiib  him  heWeV-lfa'the  gl6tlniS—  , 

All  sort  imagris'beiutiful  your  rooms.  j 

First  onepritiiak  liori  Byroa-hpad,/  .  i 

Byron  live  long  time  after  him  deadrir  ■  i 

Love  tales,  pOeta,'  all  W.tiw  -on^  .  '  ‘ 

‘Eyeribody-  kiSow*  tthn^  tiall  Doh-"  J hao.  ; 

Poop  ItaiiftMO  fee •  k?'^4 
Will  you  buy  images?  very^cheap,  w*ll  yoi^ 

Dis  image  one  is  IMiste'r  Shakispeaf, . ;  .  <  i  i 
Any  prices *'  I 
He  go  to  High  Park  and  steal  a  (^er,.  -  1 


Ev^r/wiy  ^hdi 


!puy  hiy  ihiagii8,'&o. 

try  1  cans,  . .  ,  ^ 
i  such  li  nice  3’oiLBg 


4)isPrinc^ 


You  s^iall  never 

Quecri'fallfefeN^e^^iW  -  , 

Him  AmaWreilhTii  !h!V’?ii'a^^ 

Soon  maritat<H^«n 

Queen  give  Pi4W5ei  Atf>^rt^^fe'ld^it^a*crovvri, 

Wis  thirtys:tf«^hii 

For  nothing  btit ‘ditt  i<  i's  qiieett  ^Yt^fe. 

-'"Iv..  •  .  'ift  f.  .f  {^yi:> my  hah^ges; 

Now  toitkiriitto,  h03t^v«iprs0eni»  -  ’ 

Gofcitwof^-clb^id  babbi^^md^  for  store, 

EVery  yeaow  »ew»ftartie  xinfe  little  more. 

^9^t.\fldynfr^.Q;^^gfVfCy^r  4, 

Heign  peoples  heart,  and  grace  tug^esa 

ii'.i  will':;-  i’C  ,J.'  * 

Buy  dis  images,  be  lealta  seen, 

- '  Tott  nbt  MraiW’^t6ftfeii^^  GM'iave«jl«  Qttiitt 
Buy  my  iipages,  , 

.,  1.,,,.  ,  .-.1  t70  0;;>  :  “'cyf  VBi 


THE  EIW5liI»HM^Ni 

»'>a  i :' .  .  ,n;vi«  i  ■.  u.- 

There’s  a  landiUiat  Iwam  a  world^-irjinwn  nam# 
Thought  ay 


’Tis  the  first  on  the  blazing  scroll  of  Fame, 
And  who  shall  aver  tTiSTTot  f 

Tho  torightosUne  whplejwds  ^ 

To  ttiarlatle  land  belong, 


vjfO;  t  ro -  "'i  »rv.i  *)dJ  tiber-ijtoj  8ie// 

t-Yifiiiin  T.  r.'j'id 

Thdra*#tt  liaarijtiifiii4[eap«  witji  e^Fi 


.TItowon^dduadi‘tha'tw«ak  to  dhfiMid-^ 

And  strikes  aasoon  for  a  trampled  foe.  ^ 
':*j!!(i*it  i. 

it  nurtures  a  cfefep|  afid  notfe^  lov^i 
Jhia  pasakais  of,  faHh.#p4,fwi<te5?  fe>y 

And  yaaiafs  wllhiUhenfowdnes^ 

To  the  light  of  its  own  fireside, 

’Tis  a  rich  rough  gem,  deny  it  who  can. 
The  heart  of  a  true-born  Englishman. 

’Tis  the  stari^ 


NEW  AND. FAVOURITE  SONGS. 


Bonny  Light  Horsetnkn  '  ; 

As  sung  by  the  Buekley'  ' 

Music  arranged  by  Franz  Kraus. 

Yon  white  folks  and  darkies^  now  all  pay  at¬ 
tention,  ^  '  ‘ 

Of  a  girl  going  to  wander  I  will  to  you  sing 
She  tore  ner  fair  hair  and  thus  she  distracted^ 

So  piaintively  sung  by  the  side  of  a  spring. , , ,  |  j 

Broken-hearted  I  wander,  ■  ' 

For  the  loss  of  my  Ipyei:  .{ 

My  binny  light  horseman,  ,j  j  v  ; 

In  the  wars  he  was  slain.”  ’  .  j 

It  is  four  long  years,  since  he  left  his  own  turtle¬ 
dove. 

To  fight  for  his  country  away  far  from  roe  ■ 

Oh,  he  was  the  pHdei  of  his  captain  and  officers^  I 

B  roken-hearted  I  wander, i  > 
For  the  loss  of  roy  lover 

1*11  take  ship  and  sail  to  whete  sla^vWas  roy 
lover, 

And  vengeance  upon  his  cruel  muvderer-s  I’ll 
crave  1'  •.  .  _:i 

He  was  roy  delight  and  iny  own  constant  true- 
love. 

I’ll  lay  myself  down  and  die  on  his  cold  grave. 

Broken-hearted,  f  wander, 

For  the  loss  of  roy  lover  >  i 
My  bonny  light  horseman. 

In  the  wars  he  was  slain. 

Brokenhearted  fec.^  . 


The  Rugby  Mysteiy 

OR.  THE  ROMANCy'OF  HIGH  LlPB. 

Air— “/Young  Man  was  a  Carpenter.^ 

We  have  heard  a  great  noise  of  the  Yelverton 
. '  ease. 

Of  a  certain  Baron  who  got  in  disgrace, 
Attemptii^  his  son’s  life  created  a  fuss,  ^ 

But  the  Kugby  Bomahpe  is  a  preciohs  ^sight 
worse,  If  .  .  .  ■  iv',!  . 

A  poor  little  infant  but  just  ten  days  old, 

By  its  inhuman  father  tp  a  tromp  nag  was  sold. 
Though  born  to  a  fortune  of  ©,000^  pounds. 

Was  dragged  thropigh  the  strepte  on  thU  tramp’s 
begging  rounds. 

Gitorns.  ’  ■■  "/H  ‘  • .  .r»‘ 'I.  j 

This  babe  born  to  k' fortune  of  i  thousands  bf 
pounds,  '  *  !  .  ,  ;  I  ?  '  ' 

Was  drap^ged  through  the  streets  on  a  tramp’s 
begging  rounds. 

The  mothier,  a  lady,  fqther  pbor  babe  did  fret, 
W  as  grandchild  to  the  famous .  Bir  Francis  Bur- 
dett,.  .  ■  •,  ■'  »;[  •  li  ^  I 

She  contracted  a  marriage  m  a  far  distant  limd^ 
And  had  the  ill  luck  to  give  Rob  Hill  her 
hand.  '  '  ' 

A  baby  was  bom  who  the  fortune  would!  claim. 
Hill  registers  the  babe  ih  a  falsified  name  i  J'. 


This  babe  lost  or  dead  Hill  would  then  make  a 

^  dash, 

In  which  ease  bf^’d  collar  the  wjiple  of  cash. 

This  babe,  born  &c. 

For  two  years  the  poor  mother  lamented  her 
child.  - 

But  by  the  artful  husband  was  often  beguil’d. 

And  when  she  craved  to  see  it  this  hypocrite 
said, 

“  You  will  see  babe  nO' mote  fot  the  poor  thing 
is  dead,”  ' 

But  in  due  course  of  time  the  crime  was  found 
out,' 

For  villains  don’t  always  know  what  the  y’re 
about. 

Now  the  crushers  have  got  biro,  knd  as  sure  as  a 
eun.  ;  I 

fle’u  soon  bare  to  answer  for  what  be  has  done. 

This  child,  &c. 


I  in  the  Strand 

For  the  laSt^three  week’s  I've  been  dodging, 

A  girl  1  know  who  has  a  lodging,  ^ 

In  Strand,  in  the  Strand  ; 

The  first  thing  that  pujtroy  heart  in  a  fiutter 
Was  a  Balmotal  boot  as  she  crossed  the  gutter. 

I  wish  I  wai  Nancy  oh  ^  heiglio. 

In  s  secOpfd  floor  for.  evermore 
TuM^n  frod  die  with  Nancy. 

A  pork^pis  batwith  a  little  feather, 

A  new  knickerbocker  for  tne  dirty  weather, 

,,  In,  the  BirandMn  the  Strand :  ' 

Some  prietlty  petticoats  too  she’d  got  tnero, 
Trimm’d  with  einbroidery  round  the  bottom  . 

.  ^  fTolm  the  Strand,  in  the  Strand. 

One  niglilhs  I  Was  out  for  run,  i  v' 

I  saw  my  Nancy  buying  a  bun  . 

fn/the  Strand,  in  the  Strand;.  / 

I  told  roy  love  and  down.did  fall.  ,  ^  ' 

Slap  on  my  knees  by  Exeter  Hall,  ^  ' 

In  the  Strand,  in  the  Strand. 

I  popp’d  tbg  question  neat  and  nobby,  ’ 
When  she  said,  “  Get  Up  here  comes  a  Bobby;** 
In  the  Strand,  in  the  Strand: 

But  said  she  to  me,  **  Don’t  look  so  blue. 

For  l.’ll  marry  ypuyn  a  week  or  two,” 
lq|iheBtr,aiid,  i^n  the  Strand. 

I  neveT  sbaUi  forget  the  ' 

'  When  to  Chqrch  we  led  the  wav  w 
In  the'^trand,  in  the  Strand  ; 

The  folks  did  Ian  gh  and  some  did  sing, 

I  th*»ught  f’ddbne  atidfV  thing 

In  the  Strand,  111  the  Strand.^ 

I  roar^ed  her  off  Withbdt  iny  fuks, 

F  And  bought  a  cradle  and  a  nnirse 
j  in  the  Strand,  in  the  Strand ;  >'  i 

I  never  repent  me  goifig  out  west, 

I  For  all  the  wives  you  get  the  best 
I  lu  the  SjUand,  in  the  S^r^d. 


NEW  AND  FAVOUlllTE  SONGS 


they  always  says  to  me.  **Vell  day  and  Martin 
how  is  you?*^  and  1  generally  says  to  them. 
“  Pretty  veil,  thank  you  Varren,  how’s  yersell*  V* 
— then  they  has  a  pennoth  of  brilliancy,  and  my* 
eve,  don’t  the  girls  look  at  these  boots— the '»'als 
always  falls  in  love  vith  a  feller’s  boots  first  ofuU 
—that’s  vot  they  say  at  the  clubs  ye  know.  Now 
I  don’t  wish  to  be  personal,  but  if  there’s  any  of 
you  young  swells  here  to  night  vots  got  vour 
sweet’earts  withyou,  and  you  wants  ’em  to  be  a 
leetle  fonder  on  you  come  to  me — only  a  penny — 
and  I’ll 

Clean  your  boots,  sir,  &c. 

Those  coves  whose  glazy  coats  amaze. 

That  like  sticking  plaister 
Leggin’s  they  praise  for  rainy  days. 

For  these  they  walk  the  faster 
I’m  thinkin’  that  their  s^icy  hat,  / 

Should  also  mount' Ja^an 
And  then  the  folks  that  passed  could  s.ay-r* 

“  He’s  quite  a4>olisU’d  man,” 

So  if  you'd  leather  up  above 
And  leathet  dii  yOur  feet. 

And  leather  trowser,  coat,  andglpves. 

Fora  penny  I’d  polish  you  all  c<imple.te. 
Spoken. — You  should  have  seen  one  cove  this 
week  —it  vos  patent  Mrarnfsh,  French  polish,  and 
real  bl.;Ck  Japan  all  in  one — he  looked  so  trans¬ 
parent,  you  could  have  see*d  into  his  werry  sole, 
(soul),  that  is  if  his  heeihad'nt  been  in  iho'vay, 
and  1  hears  that  the  Board  of  Vbrks  is  goin‘  to 
send  for  me  shortlyrto  polish  up  thef  Dome  of  St. 
PauPs.  and  that  I'‘u  perwide  the  man  ^  the  moon 
vith  a  lookin'  glass  ven  he  vants  to  shave  hjipseif. 
Now  I  don*t  v&h  to  be  penonal  built  any  of  you 
young  swells  Wants  to  shave  yoursehres  (and  I 
6e^  a  gop<}  deal  of  superfluous  *alr  abpq^)  and  you 
ain't  got  no  lookin'  glass .  come  to  itte— only  a 
peuny^and  l*il  . 

Clean  your  bobt^;  !iir,  See* 

The'doctor  gets  a  larger  fee. 

The  lawyers  gains  their  suits 
And  swells  so  free  their  duns  will  see» 

Ven  I  have  clean'd  their  boots 
The  cabby’s  paid  an  extra  fare, 

.  , :  And  dkrasels  look  so  sweet 
At  boots  vhen  pointed  vith  an  air. 

That  I’ve  urush'd  up  so  neat 
Thus  love  and  lawyers  aid  my  cause. 

And  bow  to  them  I  mean 
And  ask  your  smile  and'kind  applause. 

As  thus  I  bow  and  your^boots  I  clean, 

Spoken,r^Tb|Bre'a  yon  thin^  more  I  pan  do— I 
can  rub  up  the  blue  deviU  and  itiakb  'em  look 
pleasant,  Now  if  there's  any  of  you  ^young 
swells  here  to  night,  wotfs  crossed  iii  love  or  his 
your  unclfi  dead  and.  ain't  left  you  notnin':  and 
wot  could  make  a  feller  ntore  nviserable  and  letnon- 
choly.  Mind  I  don't  vish  to  be  personal,  but  if 
such  is  the  case  vith  any  on  yet—  why  only  come 
tome — and  I'll  . 

Clean  your  boots,  sir.  Clean  your  boots. 

Is  now  the  London  cry 
Ye’ll  cleari  your  boots  upon  your  foots. 

And  now  kind  friends  goodbye. 


Clean  youri;Boots 

Clean  your  boots,  sir,  ck*an:  your  boots,  i 
Is  now  the  London  cry 
Vc’ll  clean  your  boots  upop  your  foots. 

Be  veather  vet  or  dry,  a 
A  stunnih’  go  for  seedy  beau. 

And  peg  top  nobby  swells 
As  Day  and  Martin  ineet  the  nose, 

Vhile  each  street  conet  tells— 

That  for  a  penny  y  ou  may  shine. 

And  cut  a  first  class  flikuref 
To  walk  with  Julia  di wine— oh  how  diwine. 
Blackened  up  like  any  nigger. 

Spoken. — I’m  the  boy  to  annihilate  your 
bunions  and  make  your  corns  red  hot— burn  ’em 
up  vith  friction — that’s  a  caintal  cure  aint  it,  and 
saves  you  a  guinea  vith  the  cheewopodist.  Now 
I  don’t  vish  to  be  personal,,  but  if  tnere’s  any  of 
you  young  swells  here  to  night  wots  gOt  bad  corns 
on  your  feet  come  to  me^only  a  penny— and  f ’ll 

Clean  your  boots,  sir,  clean  your  boots, 

Is  now  the  London  cry  - 

Ve’ll  clean  your  boots,  sir,  clean  your  boots, 
I’m  ready  standing  by. 

As  down  the  Strand  a  gentle  stniyed,  ' 

In  attitude  diwine 
In  misty  shade  of  tipt^  vlch  fade,i 
And  seedy  '*  four  and  nine,” 

I  twigs  ven  near,  his  boots  so  queer 
And  collars  him  like  bricks,  ' 

Vith  "  Clean  your  boots,  <ir  ?-^hereiir,  hikre !” 

Then  up  his  foot  he  sticks, 

I  had  a  note  from  that  here  swell 
To  say  he  never  look’d  smarter  -  ' 

And  that  Ihad  cleaned  his  boots  lo  veil. 

He  had  married  the  Katcatchers  daughter. 

Spoken. — 1  don’t  mean  the  ori^al  Ratcatcher’s 
daughter  wot  I  had  the  honor  of  introducing  to  the 
noble  British  Public  some  years  ago,  this  vos  a 
Tounger  sister  of  her’s.  this  vas — my  eye,  sich  a 
beauty— talk  about  ’eads  of  ’air— mine  ios  a  fool 
to  her^s  mine  vos  ( pulls  off  cap.)  Veil  I  polished 
up  that  chap  till  he  vos  so  (fazzlin’  that  nobody 
could  see  mm,  and  he  walked  out  of  town. once 
unobserved  by  his  numerous  ere ditbrs.  Now  I 
don’t  wish  to  be  personal,  but  if  there’s  any  of 
you  young  swells  here  tgt' night  vants  to  valk  out 
of  town  the  same  vay,  come  to  me— only  a  penny 
— andl’ll  ^ 

Clean  your  boots,  sir,  &c. 

So  all  who  get  adwauced  by  us. 

And  you  must  be  a  host 
Pray  write  to  us  without  a  fuss, 

Ve’re  always  at  the  post ; 

And  ven  I  takes  my  Sunday  walk 
Sweet  Sail  and  I  ^gether,  ^ 

Ve  makes  our  love  iii  gentle  talk 
’Bout blackin’  anddhe  veather ;  ,  '  i ' 

Snys  I,  **  Black  ball^”  no  teirors  raise 
If  clubs  their  fancy  suits. 

For  my  black  ball,  with  splendors  blaze  ^ 
And  clefans  their  delicate  tiny  boots. 

Bpokgn— Mine’#  the  best  blackin’  in  town,  and  | 
Ten  mb  swells  comes  oni  of  the  clubs,  you  know  < 


I  from  fei^i^ce  I  soon  shall  go. 

And  join  nw  only  love— 

With  jdy  I’A  fcavO  ^sHwotld  of  woe, 
To.dwell'WUU';h*r^»*t  /  ’  V  ' 

A’’es,  (fedrfe^T5dj^Hl"be  with  thee,' ; 

Ne’er  more— ne’eir  more  tolpart,!.;,.,  a 
Methinks  that  I  alreadjr  see  ’  ^  i  '  v/;  . 

Death/t^dth  his'i^lcomO  daWr;-:  i  / 

And  when  he  strides  the  friendly  bl«Wn 

This  world  I’ll  bid  adieu*!— 

My  hbhes  shall  lie  with  yours  belovi^, 

1  'at,,  ol'iolt  to  VOlll 


THE  BAEY 

A  favorite  SOng,  written -by  Rfehaird  Ryan 
£sq.,  and  sung  by  Mada*ae  Vestris- 

My  father  built  a  baby  house, 

To  keep  me  from  the  men  5  ^  _ 

My  mother  made  a  window  to  it. 

To  see  them  now  and  then. 

But  sight  was  rtot  enough  fot  me, 

I  long’d  for  one  within— 

So  Art  one  day  contriv’d  a  way 
"To  let  a  lover  In  1 

My  father,  &C. 

My  father  soon  found  out  my  tricks. 

And  hir’d  with  wond’rous  care, 

A  btaceUf  old  Duranas  rude, 

To  watch  me  every  Where.  , 

But  Love  then  lent  my  lover  wings,  , 

An  entrance  fleet  to  win— 

He  tan  all  tound  the  baby  house, 

And  stole  me  from  within  I  '  , 

My  father,  &c. 


My  soul  shall  fly  to  you  I  . 

ROSE 'OS',  CASHUtEfUB. 

.  "l  •  t  , ,  i  ,  .  -  '  ■  -1  ■  • 

By  the  flower  of  the  valley, (  •  ^ 

‘  AU-bettding  with  dew.-—  ‘  " 

By  the  sweet  water-lily  •  '  ^  i 

Of  exquisite  blue, 

By  tbe  bright  sky  above  u%  L  .  i  .  i  , 

All  cloutllesa  and  dear,  ,  ,  ^ 

Hove  thee,  I  love  thee,  ’  ‘ 

Sweet  Rose  of  G^fthmerCu  *  I 

Young  Bella  of 'Pki'idise, 

Sliadwoflight  '  ^  Vf 

Sweet  angel  of  brighter  skies^  • 

Blest  being  bright.  '  ^ 

Oh,  rest  tbee  or  roam,  ,  i  /. 

TbouMt  over  be  deary  '  - 
For  I  love  ithee^  I  love  .thee,  » i 

SweietRose6f  Cashme.  ‘  ,  v 

JBy  thy  gjjb^y  black 

,  ?  And'thy  bri^t  beaming  ey«^ 

By  the  blobitt  Oh  thy  chee^^^ 

■Which  the  ro$^s  outvie,—  .  V  '  * 

By  the  footstep  of  Ughuiess 

That  mocks  the  wild  deer.  ^ 

1  love  thee,  I  love  tHee, 

Sweet  Rose  of  Cashmere. 

BitLt  tA:YLpic ; 

,1  '■  ■  13  ■ 

Billy  Taylob  was  a 'gay  young  fellori 
Very  full  of  m^h,  and  Very' [A 
J^d  his  mind  he.  (fid  ^iskiver  . ;  , 

Unto  a  damsel  fair  ?hiid  free. 

Tiddy;  iddyriddy,  olytol,^^^ 

Four-ad- twe^y  ?, tout  young  fc^  ,  ' 

(Clad  tliey  yere  in  blue  arraj?;  ,  „ 

,.CAme  W  presis^d  y^uog  ]BiUy: jTkjdofe  .->  f 

And  forthvith  sent  him  to  sea, 

Tiddy,  iddy  &c. 


Oh,  were  1  in  that  b^y  house 
I*d  make ;a  vow  sincere — 

No  serenading  lover  should 
My  casement  wander  near  j 
No  pretty  little  winning  aong,  ^  ^ 

Though  Love  should  breathe  the  atrain 
Should  lure  me  from  tliaf  baby  ^ 

Or  tempt  «ie  out  ^ain ! 

My  father,  Sc.  t 


A  popular  song,  written  by  mr 
Higgles,  and  sung  at  the 

Tune— The  Sailo*.;Bride. 

I  saw  my  Helen’s  eye  grow  fife,' 
i;ina|*k’d  her  dheel^  1^^ 
I  saw  too  that  she  wept  for  bxUb 
Who  did  her  fate  bewarh:  i  i 

I  bekrd  her  ahgel  voice  jgrow^iflt 

.  And  knew  that  Heath  waq 
To  rob  me  of  that  gentle  eaintw  • 
Her  whom  I  held  most  dear*!’ 


The  dreaded  time  too  soon  amy  Or 
I  clasp’d  her  lifeless  form  ^  • 

She  left  the  wretch  who  had  survivN 
To  brave  alone  life’s  storm. 


Soon  his  true  love  follpJtiiJ  !  ’ .“  !  ■'  > 

_ Tinier  fha  nnmft  of  Bichard.CaiT.t  — 

And  her  lily-wh|te  hands  she  daube\  iilover 
With  the  hhsty  'pitch  ahd- tar;  ! 

'  fTiddy,  iddjr, 

/hen  they  came  to  the  first  engagement, 

'  Boldshe'fou^taniohgtihe'ire^t}  ‘  ‘  , 

Until  a  oaononrball  dhl  cut  to.ywSiet'Qpeil, 
And  diekivered  het  lily-svhpte'te*a«t- 


7  ®|c  fgiMtiA  b^i^an^  find  out 
_  She  brought  emjoo  many  to  keep 
So  agreed  to  comiT  down  with  Tour  or  Sve 
pouhds,'  '  - 

To  portioab«,o<f,vO;n  sweep. 

-  Tol,  lol,  dfo. 

To  have  a  grttnd  roht  Jack  toddled  about, 

,  And  invited  the  whole  of  his .  pals ; 
He.^afe  tt  all  ri^htlfor  a  fiddle  at  night, 
.^;(^Se,lia3tfili|W  be  plenty  of  gals. 

He  provided  plenty  of  grub, 


Vhen  the  capt^n  comed|or  to  hear.9^t  !  With  |;%^^^^^ 

Savs  he,‘Whatvind  hasblown.yofuliereiP  And  cbwn^ngBiU.  of,  Salmon  .Hill, 

L  ...  ...  .  - ... _ xrt  i _ 


VDdye*  UC>  ▼  llCSfc  V  aivvv  - r- 

Says-sho,  cbnie  for  to  seek  tot  my  traiHc^  je 

,  ,  W^ioitti'ydii  press’d,  and  1  l0y,e  so  ab|[r.  'i 
'tiddy,  id#,  &c.  I 

i 

^‘M-youiComeifor  .to  seek  for  your  ftrmr  lol^, 
Tell  unto  me  his  name,  I  pmy^* 
tiatiieiiindlrfr',  is  BiHy  Ta^Ibr,  ^ 
Whom  .press’  di.  ftpd  sent  .to  seia.^ ' 

Tkk[y^  <iddy;  &c. 

.>  .  .  :  'ti  '  ■  J 

If  his  name  is  Biify  Thylbt^'"  j 

is  both  .cruel  and  severe^^^^  ,  j 

iFor,  rise  lip  earTyln  the  mpipiun^  1 

•  And  foil’ll  iScfeliiM  iwifeh :#  I'ady  i 

;•  i'n.5  ./  Tiddy,  Mdy^'&c.  I 

Wiith  ifcat,'  shfe'^rbse  up  ih^t^ppbrlt#  '■  ! 

Early,  by  the  break  of  day  ; 

And  she  met  her^Bflljf  Taylor,  j 

’  Talking 

Forthvith  she  called  for  sword  ^liil  pisibl,  | 
Vlfichdtd  dotne  Her'domniaind  ^  t. 
And  she  shot  her  Billy  Taylor,' ’  j 

Vith  his  fair  one  in  his  hand. 

Tiddy,  iddy,  &c.  . 


Agreed  ■!»  stand  dad  to  the  br^e. 

At  lasi^  rC^oid 

so^,-'  :  .  •«  ■’ 

Jack  spotted ’%8b  o«tv«fteens ; 

Sal  borrowed.a  dress  tljaV was  worn fats. 

Besift^v  *'  *  ■■ 

When  ishe  c^aperdd  to  Jack  on  the  green 
The  clergyman  Joined  thefr^liands, 

And  made  ^(mly  l»lte  of 'them  both  r ; 

He  settled  the  Jab  wilhodt  ehargi^^ 

’Cause  he  . 'sadr  ke‘4ats  olrtfe  of  the  clbfti! 

Then  homeward  tbey^ went,  on  punishment 
bent, 

Aild  «1lrCi«lJ»|^dr^^  into  dm  grub ; 
There  wa^  lots  of  scran  in  a  large  brown  pan, 

Jlnd  leg  ori)fef  t6tit)'?aa^rd  ' 

yiraised  thb^tmttlwgs  <rf  tripe' 
j,^  _  Wlulje  joying  \t  info  ms^^ 

^AfiidUiul  owore)>to.>a:mah,  Can 

-  ^  Hever  made  «uch.  a  kettle  of  soup,  r  a. 

The  dinner  being  done,  tftfe  lushing  began, 

'  .^i«  :w0»tv  round/  inwtjb,  east,  west^  and 
sopth ; 

^NS'^lafeses  they’d'goti'iio  they  swig^d  from 

K-.-Ae^pOt,  -.Mlj-iiil  x:>  .  :  >rl' 


Ve#^^  mouth. 

He  werry  mmA  apftomled  her  for  vliit  ^  , 

uD  fer  in  Ivop, 


she  howl  done ;  ,  «  I 

Afifi  pp  ma4^;>dr  ihe;^|,  JUu-  j 

tenant  -n  i>.  i  -i  ■'■*  '''‘r  ; 

0f^e  g|efillaht>“Th:«iiider  Bon^?  . 


Concer^‘aS»i*  naBied'o«kiltySalj  .  I  I 
AodV^uittlntp'bi^li^  bbufiy^l^efi 


The  fiddler  struck  up  fer  it  Ivop, 

,.,  Wby«t^a!tp4,%Jp|).pf,tpe  trunk;  „ 

6ut  not  one  of  the  batch  could  copie  up  to 
,the'i^«cli,''’ •"'O.  . 

‘"■ttey  were  aU  so  itt'fdrt^^y  drunk.  ■ 

At  last  the  lot  so  lushy  had  got, 

:  ITbeyaeitbcrbould stand  nor  go;, 

The  WQpien  did  how),  the  men  they  did  growl 
"  '  It  was' just  lEke'  a  Wnd  bi^ast  show. 
tAud  Jack  iOMdd’ait  pttt.  then  to  bed, 

’Cause  the  devil  a  one  he  had  ffot, 

S5"lbey  ^oM dt  '  fn  pdit^  down  dw  duck 

Alad  vtdttofUOd  «H'‘idglit  in'the  aoot. ' 


*  Ob,  Take  up  youug  ‘  Viliam  au4  listen  t6 
hear, '  ‘  ‘  '  ^  • 

The  Woice  of  your  Molly  Tot  lovM  you  so 
dear. 

Your  ship  bound  from  Pbrtsfnouth  U  never 
shall  go. 

Till  I  am  rewenged  fOr  my  sad  overthroiv. 

Theian^hor  is  velghrd  the  vind?s  fair  and 
>  strong. 

Blit  kli  Is  in  Tain  for  your  ship  shan*!  go  on. 

Then  up  come  the  daptain  vith  Unfurl  eTery 

sain* 

Tie.  guvM  hU  command,  but  all  no  avaiU 
mist  on  the  heaven  arose  all  arpunb^ 

'Apd  no  vay  to  move  this  line  ship  could  be 
fdiind.  ' 


Down  on  the  Mississlpl  floating,  ‘ 

Long  time  1  trabel  an  de  way; 

Ail  night  de  cotton  wood  a-toting. 

Sing  for  my  true  lub  pU  de  way*  , .. 

Caiome->*Nelly  wasn  lady-*-:  Lv 

.  Lf^t  night  she  died ;  ,  ^ 
Toll  de  bell  for  1  ably  ifell. 

My  dark  Virginiiy  bride. 

tfow  I*m  unhapiiy  pnd  Ifm  weeping,  // 
Can’t  tote  de  cotton  wopd  nd.more, .  '  1‘ 

Last  night ‘while  Kelly  Was  a^sleehing^  ' 
Death  came  a  knockin’  at  de  doorv  > 

({Hose  by  dc  margin  ob  de  water,  .  ^ 

Whar  (le  lone  weeping  willow  grous,  ^ 

Dar  lib’d  Virginny’s  lubly  daughter, ; 

Dar  she  in  death  may  And  repose. 

When  I  saw  my  Nelly  in  de  morningi. 

Smile  till  she  open’d  up  her  eyea,  " 

Seem'd  like  delight  ob  day  a  dawning»' 

Jist  ’fore  de  sun  begin  to  rise.  ^  ' 

Down  in  de  meadow  ’raong  de  dober,  .  \ 
Walk  wid  my  Nelly  by  my  side ; 

Now  all  dem  happy  days  are  pber. 

Farewell  my  dark  Virginny  bride. 


Then  lie  calls  up  his  men,  Tith  A  shout  and  s 
whoop,  -1  .  . 

And  be  orders  ypung  Villiam  to  stand  oaths 
poop,  ^  ‘  ; 

'There’s  Bummut  not  right,  says  he  ’mongst 
this  ere  crew* 

And  I’m  blowed  if  I  don’t  think 
young  Villiam  it’s  - 

Then  yillihm  turned  red  and  then  Tiie  and 
then  green,  /  ^  )■'  7. /iiv  ■ 

Vile  Molly’S  gale  ghost  atJiis  Ude  it  Toa  seen 

Her  buzzom  ,Toa  vite  and  the  blood  it  vos 
red,— 

She  spoke  not  . but  wanish’d,-*-an4  that’s  all 
she  said  ! 


MOLLY  TBM  teTRAYEM, 

A  sequel  to  tbe^CruM  sjiip^s  Cai^eater*  j 

In  a  kitchen  in  Portsmou^}  a  fair  .maid  did 
dwell,  • 

For  grammer  and  graces  none  could  her  excel^. 
Tdung  Villiam  he  courted  her  to  be  his  deer, 
And  he  by  his  trade  was  a  ship's  carpeatier.^ 
Singing  doddle,  doddle,  chop,  chum,  chowy 
chooral  li  la.  r  -  ^ 

Now  it  chanced  thdt  Ton  day  TCn  her  Vagea 
Vos  paid,  •  jj.  .  : 

Vi vaaip  Talk’d  Tilh  her.  md  tlms;,l!0| 
her  said,  . 


moral* 

Now  all  serTaat  gals  .who  my  story  dots  hear. 

Just  remember  poor  Molly  and  her  ship’s 
carpentler; 

If  your  sweethearts  they  axes  you  Tith  them 
to  foam,  - 

Just  be  careful  and'  lesTc  all  your  vagak  at 
home*  7  f’ 


More  lovely  are  you  than  the  ship  on  the  sea,; 
Then  she  nugg’d  him  and  !  laugh’d,  and  ssld 

‘Fiddle  de  ‘f  ‘  I 


Then  he  led  her  o^er  hHls>  and  dbwn  watleys* 
so  deep,  '  ■■  I  /  .  .  ,i  Jj 

At  length  this  fair  damsel  began  for  to  Teep; 
Saying,  ‘I  fancy  svect;  Villiam  you’Th  brought 
me  Ihis  Tay,  ‘  ^  ; 

On  porposm  hyunercent  life  to  betray*  ' 

.  ■  ‘  ( 

He  said  'that  is  true,  and  weVe  no,  tihle  toi 
stand,,  -  ,7'"  { 

And  immediately  took  a  ^iqrp  khtife  in  hla 
hand,  '  »  : 

Be  pierc’d  her  beet  gown  till  the  filodd  it  did* 

flow,  .  or  ,  ,  -  ‘  7  ! 

And  into  the  grare  her  fair  body  did  tlipir*  >  * 

That  night  as  aslctp In  hie  hmmdem  he  lay,  | 
Heikncted  he  heard  adwit  epeitit  tp  pff/ 


dlOOD  BYMv  SWS&TaEAHT  ! 

moon  BYsi  '  i; 


The  brighjt  star^  fade;  the  morn  is  breaking. 
The  dkw'  drops  pearl  ieach  bud  and  liaf. 

And  I  from  thee  my  leave  am  taking,/  ^ 
Witb^  bliss  top  iKief*  yrith.  blipSN  to  brief./ 
Hew  siliks  my  heart  with  fond  alarnis, 

ThV  feat  is  ’biding  in  mine  eye. 

For  time  doth  thrust  me  from  thine  arms. 
Goodbye,  sweetheart !  good  bye  I  good  byel 


Theaoi^  4  up,rtHe  iar^ls 
Loud  swells' the  song  of  cnahtiefeer. 

The  Lev ’ret  bounds  o’er  earth’s  soft  floorings 
Yet  I  am  here  I  yet  bP^c ! 

Fdt  since  night’s  gtma'irdm  htaTen  diA  : 

And  mom  tofltm  llpddothb^r  '< 

I  could  not  leave  thee,  though,!  said  > 

‘  MF 


/Goodye,  sweetheart  goh 


Tn  fOBSiCAN,  BUQTQ^S.  i  Tm  killed,  so  Tve  caUed  to  men^  H 
Buog  hy  MV.  J«  Sharpe  and  JT.  to  you/f*^ 

lUwibi  8h»ppKrd.<Newg$,te^Bi^  /  Ri  tol  4^  fiddle  lol  de  ray,  oh,  rl  tbl 

'  ^  CHANiv  de  rid^e  lolde  r$y  t 

Once  opon  a  time,  lor  so  rups  mv  rh3niie,  Then  Monsieur-  Fablaa  hardly  believed 
Which  for  place  in  the  Itland  of  Got-  his  senses,  his^n. 


sica  VfO  pitch,. 

There  were  two  twin  brothers  extremely 
like  each  other,  ^  , 

Indeed,  both  were  so  like  t’other  you 
could^t.  tell  neither  from  which. . 

And  ’tis.also  a  strapge  fact,  these  hrqthefs 
had  also  made  a  compact,  ;,i  ; 
One  was  called  Fabian,  t’other  Louis 
by  name). 

That  one  should coipe  to  the  other,  if  any 
thing  happened,  and  say  brother,  ‘I’m 
killed,  avenge  me! 

And  the^other  ,  obliged  to  do  the 
same. 

Their  fraternal  Sympathy  'Wa».  sucb^  and 
I'm  not  saying  too  .much. 

And  I  could  bring  instaSices  to  prove 
it  if^  ^  please,  '  ' 

That  though  one  was  ip  Pi^  pi  Lawyer, 
And  t’other  in  Corsican  a  top-sawyer 

Still,  if  you  had  given  Mopsieur  Lpuiis^  a 
pinch  of  had  snuff,  V  •  ^ 

Or  any  other  stuff,  at  'Which  he  tp^ght 
have  taken  huff,  ;  ^ 

Monsieur  Fabian  so  bluffy  amid  the  moun¬ 
tains  of  Corsica  se  roi^h. 

Five  hundred  mileis'"aWay  from  him, 
would  have  sneezed^ 

•Twas  on  a  windy  ihbrping,  while  tdbing 
of  a  ride, 

Monsieur  Fabian  in  Corsica,  a  stich  felt 
in  his  side ; 

Oh,  oh  !  said  he  my  brother,  though  youVe 
in  Paris  now,  ,  % 

There’s  something  wroxfg,  "and  IfeeVere 
long  you’ll  be  In  a  jolly  row.; 

This  happened  in  Cor-si-rca, 

Where  they're  famed  for  the  Ven-det#ta; 

You’ll  scarcely  belieye  in  such  brotherly 
feeling,  .w.i: 

But  it  happened  in  Corsicar  ^  ' 

Monsieur  Fabian  sat  himtielf  ^own  to 
write — 

Ri  tol  de  riddle  lol  db  ray^kald  he^ 

About^  Louis  I  ieel  unea9y;q^te — 

Ri  tol  de  riddle  lol  deray-^ 

The  candles  began  to  look  qmie.  Idue, 

Hii  brother’s  ^  ghqst  chme  ‘Mbind  the 
difdr*.  and  spid,  ^6-o-e: 


Looked  to  bis  brother’s  ghost,  beheld  a 
vision. 

One,  Chateau  Renand,  had  a  hit  o£  bob¬ 
bery. 

About  a  lady  going  to  a  masqum^ade. 
Said  Chateau  to  young  Louis,  if  you  . don’t 
mean  to  act  snobhily, 

Why  fight  m^  ’twill  delight  me,  eir. 
Young  liouis  said,  thby  went  to  t^e  wood 
at  Fontainbleu,  ;* 

Crossed  swprds,  they  both  fought  very 

wen ; 

Chateau  Renand  was  a  crtdk  fencer, 

And  very  soon  young  Louis  fell — 

Close  by  a  tree,  gave  one  liast  groan— 
Would  have  givep  Just  another,  oh  f 
Biit  beforb  he  could 
j  His  soul  had  fled  to  tell  it  to  his  brother, 
ohi.. 

Pack  my  caipet  bag,  I’m  going  to  Paris, 
mother^’  ^  : 

To  challepge  t^e  blackgqard  fhat  killed 
my  brother. 

I  can  fight  wrong  to  right  him; 

I’ll  stick  like  a  jbitick,  I  shall  know  him 
when  I  see  him  as  sure  as  a  guii.  ' 
They  met,  ’twas  in  the  wood  ; 

Chateau  Renand  flew  to  shun  him^ 
That  is  he  would,  if  he  could. 

But  his  eye  was  upon  him  ; 

Youi;ake  me  for  a  ghost, 

But  I  tell  you,  you  are  wrong,  sir; 

Of  your  time  pray  make  the  most. 

For  you’ll  not  live  very  long,  sir. 

Don’t  ope  at  me  yoiir  jaWs, 

Or  strive  your  fears  to  smother  O ! 
Thou  ha^  been  tho  cause  of  this  row — 
Oh,  tty  brother,  ' 

With  your  tierce  »d  your  crate,  Sa,  sa, 
Now  our  swords  both  broken  are,  hh^  ha. 
Pick  that  up,  we’ll  fight  as  we  are,  oh,  la  1 
And  . I’ll  Soon  start  you  off  for  Gravesend 
The  fight  soon  was  o’er.  Chateau  iB^nand 
fell  dead, 

And  Fabian  with  fightipg  his  strength 
had  nigh  spedy 

When  the  ghost  of  hiS  brbther  rose  up  from 
the  tree. 

Saying,  Brother,  you’ve  licked  him,  1 
thank  you  for  me !— Saying,  brother, 
you’ve  licked  him,  1  thank  you  for  ma 


NEW  AND  EAV(j^PElTE  SONGS. 


red,  white,  and  BLO^  . 

Oh,,  Britannia !  the 

The  world  offers  homap^ 


The  world  offers 


Tha?oMe  w  fai^.  *ir****'**”^'**fflL*^|^h^ 

For  the  eloasy  raven  treweK  w^whioh  tbat  brow 

^  ,  cMt,  ,j.,  ,,  ..  f.  f  t 


jgLBd  threaten'd  he  uh 
The  ark  of  l^reeja?/ jft] 
Briiaonia,  roae.^Ml) 
Withhor  gMlwd of  ^ 
<  8o/praYel7  she 
hhit  heir  flag  floated- piii 


i  desolatipni  .  , 

itodettot;  •■  ,  ■'' 

■idaliqiu  '.i.  •  -  •-'>  i-J 

ij^glfStoeto^pi,;,,  ! 

.  .;  r 

ker.ejrewf .  ' 

ly.be«»eh«i- 


r  '  ,!•■  ,>  ..  ,  U 

1]^  «ow/»«*tiavifOTWlf>%.*^ 

•a|8e«“  < 

^  wavriirte'ih  «»'  riv«^  '**■1 


«iQ  Her  nae  ooawsu-  ^ 

The  boast  of  the  red,  YrbSm$04  !  i  s : 

The  wine  cup,  the  wine  cup,  bring  Ttiith^^  ^ 
And  fill  it  up  true  to  the  bnm. 

May  the  wreath  B  elfcOia  mcm  nwar  mther, 

Nor  the  star  h|B  dim. 

But  still  to  her  colours  pKW  true,  , 

The  Army  and  Navy  ftfe 
Three  cheers  for  the  red^  white,  gnd  pWlh^i  t  i 

THE  STANDARD  BEARER.  ^ 

Fpo-  t  !ie  tented  field,  a  nainstrel  tolght»  <  . 

thus,  aniidthe'sflfeli^  of  ' 

He  strikes  his  lute,  and  smgs  whdo  attai»i4»P»g 

ma_  .  1  ^  I  >— *  T  WlVl  nAXAflL-  I  f'  r  '  I 


’  And>S^’  iitc  th^  goWon’ 

cpmebacka  /  ' 

■  ■ 

In  last  night’s  dream  I  B^y^  agfi^ 
[  ■  Bweet  iaoes>Lado»e,  r  ,  ' 


•*  The  ladr  bf  my.  tone  1  wi4  nos 

Bena%  Qii»  Bag  where  filit  on*  vo«» were 

BpokOU.-*^  '  '  ■  '^  ■  •■• 

The  night  is  past,  fte  Wflictjjom^^^h^l^,  ^  ^ 
Ths  ^nstrel  knight  is  seen  >0^ 

While  death  and  earnage  Ougrards  stiB 
His  song  is  heard  ’i^id  tlmusands  round, 

«  dfinv -ore  I 

Altho"  I  wear1ierwolears».aa  a  token. 

But  I  win  fight>foir  Kheii^ignd  »mo,  ^  » 
Beneath  tnft  ^rwlWf5e..flt<f  cur,  vows  WWJ 
egoism. 

Sten  Deeth,  now  «iteifi;qpa<ta;^jW<P^P> 

The  life-blood  from  the  womMlj^i^sfr^aniif© 
3tiU  OB  his  flag  feoxosUbis  bW  IS* 


,  cur  TOWS  were,. 


^dX^^t.'S'SdSaioolmato- 

Dear,  gentle  Minnie  Moore.  ^ 

But  memories  <w^Shlihateysc•llei|l^  i  . 

enaveto-tlieiwdrlirtMi^  •  ' 

And  trifle  baH  the  dw  aw*r» 

-  MeemeidiSwaiiwai^  - 

And,  going  Wip»<0»  n»t,?!»«)«^  ^ 

,  PearMS»ihlM»*«^^  ^ 

Such  memories  are  w  far  more  Gear  , 

Than  wealth  of  clJljihh»4 


Than  wealth 


pH? -MAO  I  UUToiAlJiDlirfNfS  UASlP 


Still  on  his  flag  ho  SSS^Sr  beaming^  ' 

.  i*Hl.pr«wwedieBOflWiu#«*-»^«Wilf  ■  I 

the  happt  dsay®  of  W  ' 

Myho,rt>,sladl7,)»Wl»»(&:«*  i'treaa.  ib» 
Wher'fh»?h^  gaUy  revell’d,  in  the  lapW'd*^* 
Audi  ^NsV  the  sepb^^  metody,  that  |oun(l  A 

dayiw 


Tl^joys  that  paps  away. 

I*d  try  to  bring* AwetigitJ  un 

^  A  nlomb  fvSftTaibr meff. 


A  home  oeioToa  oy  mw. 

It  should  be  May,  and  always  May  jr.  uo  >t 

rd  wreath  theiW»rJld^thflpwce^iq//i I  11  ;;iti 

T*A  «y>UA  4-Ka  KojpTAn  wildemestw 


X  U  VMA** i  s—r^'. 

rd  robe  the  barren  .wildemese,. 
•  Aiidht4nrHft(h**py!lWutfc" 


It  neTer-wonrheforak.  *  ;  i  . . 

Where’er  ther©  dwelt  unhappmesa, 

ind^aoiiniibouM^^ 

Or  dread  th^WW!jj%*..^ 


J>:o,  i;i 

kuraiimile 

inhaOTUiesa, 

sy,  vif 

.  '  vui 

bo  mWs'Wk 


EIGHT  BPIWS’ the  EEA  “""'aS'”’ ' 

SID£«  And  aot  ahotherragor  mag^the  vWalB  had  lift 


Tv.'* -ahi  nny  fu  iiie  »c«,  .  .  ,  ^  ,  a. 

SIDE.  And  iiot  tihother  rajT  or  m«g ^*he  viMain  had  Wfc 

New  Comic  Song^by.  J- A.  Hardwick.  r 

Air— Such  a  Nice  Young  GirJ.  Of  the  Eight  hohrt  at  the  ’ sea  side  but  only  two 

«« Wiiyhthoiirmatth^sea-side.^’hadbeeiifaoadver.  were  left, 

.  tUcd  ^  I  co,uld  but  spend  Jlhem  dolefully  of  every  thing 

T  fhnuffht  that  I  would  try  it-^why  was  I.  bereft;  , 

*  ad^se^  .  The  only  thing  whi^h  I  ,CQuld  do,  was  sneah  into 

1  lost  mvrnelfi  Host  myself,  as  you  shah  qliicWY  the  town,  ^  \  v  ^ 

*  hear  ^  ‘  w^fte  to  friends  at  home  to  send 

No  more  the  briny  ocean,  will  this  chttd  go  aneaar.  my  ransom  (town,  ' 

Riiol  dl  rol  al,  looray  lay>&Oi» 

,,  I  .1  0  Before  it  canliilhe  people  all  looked  on  me  with 

m  _ 4%m%A  m/\we«  ♦o  ftse.  d’v  I  _ 


I  made  my  mind  up  one.  fine  morn#to  aee^  d’y 
see,  thesea,  .  .  _a. 


suspicion,  .  . 

In  faoit« began  to  hint*  It  >vas  a  case  qf  imposi^pn. 


And  put  a  teener  oh.d  ,sOp[ie*dW^fil®»,lh  W  P?^K  :  Now,  that  pitchy-tarry  sailor  man^  oft  ...in  my 
munie.  ‘  dreams  I  see,  j  ,  : 

I  shook  hands  with  myself,  and  sung  a  verse  of—  Eight  hours  at  the  sea-side  again  wlu  do  no  more 


“  I'm  afloat,”  .  for  me—  Will  never  do  fpr  me. 

Then  cabbed  it  to  the  station  vrith  a  moss-rose  in  El  tol  dl  rol,  &e. 

my  coat.  ,  , 

Oflf  we  travelled  to  the  coast,  by  the  South-Eastern 

But  ^didn’t  get  far  before  we  were  run  into  by  the  BI  JiLY  B  ARLOW. 

I,  fortunately,  e&caped  y:^,  lmt  ere  I  i^ached  the  ^ew  Venal  on,  by  J.  A.  Hardwick. 

Some^Railway  pard  sh^irpers  .cppttive^vto  nipiely  SoipOi . trad ucers  hay o  said*  BlHy  Barlow  s  gone  dead 
Swindle  me.  .  ;  >7  But  to'  prove  it’s  more  tother,  1  here  show  my 

i  bead ; 

The  first  of  the  Eight  hours  tWor  WM  thirpder,  And  now,  ipy  opinions  of  thipg:8  you  shall  know 
hall  and  rain,  •  /  .  >  For  still  kiclfiPftlk  W^ 

The  second  hpor  was.  occupied,  ip  waahUigM  fair  oii.  dear,  let  the  universe  know—  ^ 

again:  ,  .  .  ,  . ,  .  i  .  That  the  real  “.Funph”  pf  EOA'and  is  BlUy 

The  third,  a  pound,  and  nothing^^VPF*  i  in  Barlpw. 

the  Bazaar,  ,  ,  , 

Then  rambled  to  the  soa-slde  dQyp,.*9  smpjd.the  At  things  as  they,  thtp  up  %  ip.uttbave  a  slap, 

pitch  and  tar.  ,  ’  At  humbugs  and  siwindles;' Lord' Pam,  and  Louis 

A  Bitchy— tarry  sal)or  winked  at  m'^APd  to  me  The  l^fes’  queer  fashions,  what  up,  and  down  gOi 
said—  y  '  And^olitics,  it:a  ad  one  tp  Billy  Barlow. 

“L’yewant  a  dfop  o’etnif,  young  gcp^»  what’s  Oh,  dear,  if  I  wasn’t  to  slioyr 

never  duty  paid?”  up,  how  they’d  guy  us— knows  Billy 

Of  course  1  did,  and;  ^pped^  A  c Barlow; 

And’‘thc’f^Gr“h*  hour-flat  upon  my  back  I  lay  After  slxteeu  gob<^^y*a»s  of  W«.|lf.b.^ 

iinon  the  sands.  Out  of  kindness,  they  say,  they  let  of  Mr.  FrPst. 


i  tol  dl  rol,  &c. 


BIJiLY  BARLOW. 

^ew  VeKSipn,  by  J.  A.  Hardwick. 


upon  the  sands. 

A  fortune  telling  gypsey  woke  me  from  my  slum- 
berin^c  state, 

And  gahfhioned  me  to  cross  -her.  pefim*  and  know 
mv  futnre  fate.  i.  ^  a. 

With  that  pitchy- tarry  sailor *8  grog  my 'head  Ft 
still  did  ache —  • 

That  iniuzy,  a  sovereign  I  gave  foi^a  SEiUing  m 
mistake.  '  ’ 


But  pickles  I  they’re  flrlghlened  to  oom«  it  toe- 
strong,  '  V  - 

Hor  all  Europe  will  rise  up,  they  know  before  long 
’  Oh  dear  !  then  deWn,  down  btlow 
A  few  tyrants  will  go— thinks  Billy  Bariowv 


still  did  ache—  v.,iL>. Marrowbone  Vyorkhous^,  oh!  yes,  Marrow- 

That  muzzy,  a  soverciga  I  gavefoi^asMilUngm  bones. 

mistake.  '  ’  l^hey  get  a  good  deal  of  the  paupers  they  owns. 

J  .  ^  ’  .x.  Au  They  gets  more  ha’pence,  and  looks  werry  thin. 
Five  hfjurs  had  gone,  thinks  Ij*  i  11  takd^  snathe  only  w(h)eal  they  get  is  outside — not  in. 

upon  the  cheap;  -  J  ^  .  Oh.  doar--4oggtog  BeadleAslio^uId  go,  /  j 

I  left  my  new  suit  oh  the  beach  and  dived  into  Who  lash  gir)s  t,Q  the  mill,  si^s  Billy  Barlow, 

the  deep.  .  *  .  '  «  -  ^  ^  ^ 

Alas!  when  I  returned ‘to  latid,8bma  knave  had  ^  ..  r  , 

changed  my  clothes—  '  .  ‘  Little  Louis  Blanc  beards  th©  great!  Louis  of 

Andthe  sixth  hodr,  ▼©ryskd  i  spent 'bewailing  of  France,  ,  ,  .  *a  a  u 

mv  woes.  '  ■  ^  ’  >  And  Napoleon,  to  beat  him,  he  ctfn*t  get  a  chance. 

^  *  •  ?  *“  The  borrow  A  of  Cayenne,  the  world  all  must 

Old  canvass  pants  and  Gumsey  bWilS’,  that  stink  know,  •  , 

of  fish  add  bride,  '  *  '  ‘  ^  -  And  it’s  victims  be  lescued— miys3'Uy 

That  pltchy-larry  siflidr  cKap'hEd  left  In  Hkce  of  I  Oh  dear,  why  it  makes  thq  .hlood»^ow*  .  , 

nAne,  I  At  such  tortures,  ci  every  poor  Billylwlow. 


Hcre*8  your  fashions  for  ladies— -the  feminine 
Spoons! 

Hats— like  grig  umbrellas— crinoline  JMce  b^llo,ons 
They  all  look,  wlih  inflation,  behiD4  and  befo*'e,( 
As  if  they  were  going  to  fall  into  the  straw.  !  * 
Oh  dear  !  how  they  manage  to  go 
Oowu  narrow  street  at  all— \yopders  Billy 
Barlow. 

What  the  Queen  of  Oude’s  come  over  hbrd  for 
d’ye  know  ?  r  v  s 

Well,  iMl  tell  you  a  secret,  biit  4on^t  let  If  blow, 
To  regain  her  son’s  kingdom  !— all  pickles,  oh  oh. 
She’s  come  to  seduce  virtuous  Billy  Barlow. 

Oh  dear  !  her  face  she  wont  show 
To  one  single  iis-male — but  BUjy  Barlow. 

As  soon  as  Miss  Nightingale  came  over  here. 

She  called  to  see  me,  and  ^says— Billy,  my  dear. 
Will  yoii  take  me  for  better  or  worse?  Says  I,  no, 
Miss  Burdett  Co utts  courting  is  Billy  Bar- 
low. 

Oh  dear  !  much  obliged,  but  I  know 
She’s  got  more  tin  than  you  have — knows 
Billy  Barlow.  ^ 

Well,  banking’s  a  wery  fine  spree  now-a-days. 

No  doubt  the  directors  it  wery  well  pays. 

The  Royal  British  Bank  went  to  smash  at  one 
blow. 

And  out  of  some  thousands  choused  Billy  Barlow. 
Oh  dear  I  my  friends  you  must  know, 

Wery  rich  though  he  seems  poor— is  Billy 
Barlow.  ' 

What  with  poisonlngry  murders  and  robberies,  now 
We’re  getting  along  to  the  good  time  coming  some 
how. 

But  if  to  secretly  pbison  so  much  they  contrive. 
When  it  does  come  there  wont  be  no  people  alive 
Oh  dear  !  no  kind  friend  shall  go 
nsuring  the  life  of  famed  Billy  Barlow. ' 

di,  they  kicked  up  a  rare  shine  in  Spain  tothcr 
day, 

And  telegraphed  me  to  step  over  that  way. 

To  i)ut  down  the  row,  which  I  easy  could  do. 

But  my  dear  honoured  public,  I' couldn’t  leave  you 
Oh  dear  1  what — leave  you — no,  no. 

Your  mdst  faithful  servant  is'  Mr .  Barlow. 

I  must  go— for  I’ve  never  been  well  since  I  dined 
As  they  called  it,  with  the  Guards,  but  small  grub 
we  did  find. 

Oh,  what  humbuging  meancss— a  dinner  vre’di 
a*got. 

Much  better  for  tuppence,  at  Worrtill’s  soup  shop*. 
Oh  dear  1  better  blow-out  I  know 
They  gives  them  in  unions,  says  Billy  Barlow 


BY  JULIA’S  CASEllffeNT 
WARBLING  BIRD. 

^LEE. 

By  L.  M.  Thornton. 

By  Julia’s  casement  warbling  bird# 

At  balmy  morn  and  cldse  of  day. 

Oh#  let  tliy  plaintive  nous  be  heard. 

And  carol  all  ihy  heart  would 


Then  back  to  this  lone  breast  return. 
Sweet  consolation  Jn  thy^strain; 

Say  but  my^uit  sire  Will  not  spurn. 
And  hope  shall  bloa^xn  forth  again. 


ROMFORD  BREWERY  SONG. 

Composed  and  .sung  by  one  of  the  draymen. 

Ind  hnd  Coopc’s  strong  beer  your  hearts  will 
cheer, 

And  put  you  in  good  condition  $ 

And  the  man  tpat  will  but  drink  his  fill— 
"Have  need  of  no  physician. 

’Twiil  fill  his  veins— exalt  hi^  brain's,  « 

And  drive  out  pielapcholy;  ^  ^ ! 

Thus  a  man  with  pence  and  common  sehsb/  * 
May  soom  get  fat  and  Jolly.  '  ' 


WILL  YOU  TRUST  ME  THEN 
AS  NOW? 

By  L.  M.  Thornton. 

Air— Will  you  love  then  as  now  i 

While  I’in  standing  by  your  counter 
With  the  ready  in  my  fist ; 

..  As  I  take  the  goods  I’m  needing. 

On  my  friendship  you  insist. 

^ay  you’ll  book  me  by  the  querteri 
^  Piacei  the  chair,'  and  give  the  bo^;^ 

But , my  circumstances  chnngtng — 

"  Wlll  you  truit  me  thefl  as  now  ^ 

When  my  pockets  once  so  bulky,  ‘ 

Hang  as  loose  as  loose  can  be,  -  ' 
And  the  outward  man  all  over  ; 

Shows'  the  weight  of  povCrtyl  —  *' '  * ' 
When  a  change  is  o’er  me  stealing. 

While  no  change  you  take— 1  vow— 
Will. you  still  remain  unchanging  — 

Will' yoh  me  then  as  now  ? 


TOPSY’S  SONG. 

Words  by  C.  Jeffreys.  Music  by  S.  Glover.  ^ 

A  I’m  but  a  little  nlgga  pal,  ‘ 

As  black  as  black  can  be  ! 

Toll  know  I  can’t  Inb  nobody, 

’Cos  nobody  lubs  me. 

Bey  used  to  whip  me  long  ago 
c  i^ddoo  Iiwish  to  die— 

I  ’spects  I  donno  bow  to  lub# 

And  dat’s  de  reason  why. 

New  what !A4e  use  for,  sich  as  me 
Ob  trying  to  be  good?  o  •  .  > 

It  vou.ca[U}i4  wash  de  black*a-moor  .  [ '  ,  i 
Quito  white,  may  be  1  would.  ^  " 
Miss  Feely  prcachee  talk  all  day:  * 

She.tsay^  me  tell  big  li^  ^  ^ 

No  good  for  me  to  speak  de  truth 
And  daVn  dt  reason  why 


